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commissioned officers liad rather less liberty; two pretty strict drill-sergeants looked after them, and compelled them to be in barracks by ten o'clock.    As each of us wore the uniform of his regiment, the school, when assembled, presented a curious though interesting spectacle; for when on the first day of each month we were passed in review in order to check our pay-sheets, every uniform of the French cavalry might be seen.    As we belonged to different corps, and were only brought together for the limited time of our course, it was impossible for the camaraderie which makes the charm of regimental life to exist among us.    Our numbers, ninety in all, were too great for the establishment of much intimacy; there were  sets, but  no   close friendships;  nor did I feel any need for close society with  my new comrades.    Every Saturday I went to Paris, where I passed all Sunday and a good part of Monday with my mother.    At Versailles there were two old friends of hers, the Oomtesses de CMteauville, with whom I used to pass two or three evenings a week. My other evenings I employed in reading, of which I have always been fond; colleges may set a man on the road of education, but he must finish it himself by reading.    What a delight it was in the middle of a severe winter to return to my rooms after   dinner, make a good fire, and there, intrenched in solitude behind my screen, with my little lamp in front of me, to read till eight or nine o'clock!    Then I used to go to bed to save firewood, and continue my reading till midnight.    In this way I read over Tacitus, Xenophon, and nearly all the classical Greek and Latin authors; I went through the history of Borne, of Prance, and of the principal states  of Europe.     Thus my time passed very agreeably, divided between my mother, my school exercises, a little good society, and my beloved books.
I was at Versailles when the year 1803 opened. As spring came on my daily life was somewhat modified. All the officer-pupils had horses of their own; and I devoted a part of nay evenings to long rides in the noble woods about Versailles, Marly, and Meudon.
During May, my mother had the satisfaction of seeingt out, and even went to Paris without asking leave. The non-rt again in hostilities.
